A change of pace
By Shadow Dragon

“And…action!” are Susan’s favorite words. Every day she fancies being in the center focus of the camera. As of late however, most of her films ware bleak at best. “It’s not my fault!” She would complain, always pinning the blame elsewhere. In most cases it was true; the films just lacked essence and a good cast of characters. While her roles in most were superb, others were not, which would ironically overshadow her own.

She knew this one would be different. She was to be the main character in a story revolving around a dramatic romance between her and her doctor, Ivan. The setting was perfect, in her mind. It would be the film that finally put her in the spot of fame that she deserved. Steve, the actor playing Ivan, was no prince charming however. The two had a pretty bad history with each other early in her career. Most of which Susan could not remember for the life of her, which was probably a good thing. Unfortunately for Susan, Steve’s role as Ivan directly conflicts with Susan’s where it shouldn’t.

It’s not to say, however, that her career has gone unnoticed. Her fan base, despite being as small as it is, truly idolizes her. Her carefree, yet sweet attitude was always welcome in the eyes of the younger folk. At one point it even earned her a small swarm of fans that rushed up to her during her morning jog, begging for her autograph.

The director leaned back in his ebony chair, shouting directions at everyone working the stage as they scurried into their roles for the next scene. Susan however remained off stage as it wasn’t her turn yet to be on stage. “It’s amazing…” started a smooth lustrous voice from behind “You play your roles so well and yet you have little to show for it.” Susan spun and met a tall thin woman, thin of face with wide lips curled upwards into a faint smile whose arms lay crossed on her chest. Her thick, long blonde hair tied in a loose ponytail with strands framing her face.

“I-I’m sorry, but are you an actress?” Susan asked in her cool, calming voice. The woman before her shrugged and chuckled. “Heh…” she replied, shaking her head “I wish. No, I’m just a fortunate fan that was let on stage to watch her favorite actress perform.”  The woman extended one hand as to shake hands. Susan smiled and gently grasped the hand before her. “My name’s Sarah. I’ve been following your works for a long time now. I must say I really enjoy your films.” Sarah tilted her head as she spoke with a smile.

Susan paused for a brief moment, always shy when meeting new people. “Thanks” is all she could muster from beneath her graceful smile. After a long pause, the two released hands. “It’s nice to know my work is appreciated.”

“Indeed” replied Sarah gazing deep into Susan’s hazel eyes with her own piercing sky blue. There was something about those eyes that Susan recognized but couldn’t place her finger on. She thought long and hard, brushing a loose strand of her auburn hair from her brow.

And…cut!” exclaimed the director, snapping Susan back to reality. “Susan! You’re up! Scene 32! Take your places everyone!”

“Ah, well…that’s my cue” commented Susan, thumbing behind her to the stage. “Good luck…” Sarah said coldly behind a grin as Susan took her role on a doctor’s table with Steve next to her, syringe in hand.

This is the one scene Susan worried most about doing. As frightful of needles as she is, her part in the scene is to play the sickly patient getting an antibiotic shot to help remedy her ailment. There was nothing in the syringe other than water of course, just a prop to fill the blank and give the illusion of a real injection.

“And…action!”

Throughout the entire scene Susan could not keep her eyes off the needle. Nodding and reciting her script in relation to Steve’s, she nervously awaited the part where she would be pricked. Wiping her brow with a clammy hand, she extended her arm to Steve as he gently grasped and angled the needle the way he had practiced with a real doctor educating him on how to apply a typical injection. The tip of the needle pierced the soft skin on Susan’s forearm and Steve injected the fluid with a smile.

Flipping on the lights to her apartment as she entered the door, Susan tossed her vanity jacket over the couch and made her way towards her bedroom. The room felt uncomfortably warm to her, which was unusual since she typically kept the room at a decent temperature. She always chided herself for having a messy living space but never found the motivation to pick up the numerous soda cans and pizza boxes she managed to hog down every other night then burn off for her morning jog. If there was anything she could praise herself for was her body. Fit and trim was the words best suited to describe her. Her frame was that of an average woman with an average bust, though her hips were fairly exaggerated for a woman of her petite stature, and her legs and abs were fairly toned as well. There was nothing more personally rewarding to her than the feel of her muscles tingling after each run.

This night was different for Susan, however. Instead of rummaging through her fridge and pulling out a microwavable dinner or drink, she immediately turned the thermostat down and headed towards her bedroom and sprawled on the queen sized bed.

Tossing and turning as her alarm went off to tell her it was time for her morning jog, she rolled to the side of her bed, feeling wet and sticky as she popped the alarm off. She examined where she had laid and found sweat stains throughout her beloved velvet quilt. “Great…” she murmured, brushing her forehead. “Just my luck…” she grunted as she shuffled out of her bed, brushing the outbreak of sweat off as a cold and worked her way to the stool sporting her hot pants and tank top, figuring the best way to knock off the cold was to run it off.

Diligently slipping out of the sweaty clothes she passed out in during the previous night and pulling the scanty workout clothes over her trim body, she made her way out of her apartment and to the beach lining sidewalk she typically jogged on. Catching her rhythm, the cool breeze chilling her flushed skin and flowing through her hair freely, she gazed about watching all the people around her go about their daily lives. Children playing in the sand, women across the street yapping like busybodies with overfilled shopping bags in their arms, and businessmen driving their fancy BMWs and Lexus to work is the typical scene around town early in the day. Everything about her setting made Susan feel so great to be a part of this seemingly happy community.

“Sproing!” rebounded a beach ball off the lamp post and nearly collided with Susan. The owner of the ball, a small boy raced by chasing after it and calling over his shoulder “Sorry lady!” Susan merely smiled and waved at the boy but immediately stopped in her tracks as her abdomen began cramping. Cringing at the sudden pain, she nearly doubled over and propped herself against the nearby light post to keep her footing. To Susan it felt like her insides were churning about, pushing this way and that as something wanted out. Parting her lips and panting, sweat beading at her brow as she cupped her hands over her groin, she could indescribably feel her own flesh shuffle within her hot pants and slowly expand, swelling like a balloon. At the same time, a pencil sized bump tensed against the fabric of her pants and ebbed upwards, seeking escape from its tight confines.

Stricken with puzzle and fear, she pressed her hands against her deforming groin and her thighs together as if to squeeze the swelling growth back inside. She whimpered as an audible pop sounded from between her legs, providing instant relief to her abdominal pains. Pulling her hands from between her legs revealed an image that she had not expected. There, between her legs, under the lycra fabric, was the visible outline of male genitalia and despite Susan’s whimpering protests it would not cease to expand!

Susan’s arousal had become fairly apparent through the growing tent between her legs, threatening to burst through her shorts. Shaking her head in disbelief, tears welling in her eyes, the very seams of her pants began to stretch beyond their limits and tear, revealing a rough textured, leathery flared penis that appeared equine in every nature. Nearly a foot in length, the growth surged with blood forcing Susan to lose focus on her predicament and fall to her knees, her grapefruit sized testicles slapping against the pavement as she sobs uncontrollably at her predicament.

She sat there; unaware of the attention she was drawing, pushing the member downwards in a hope to somehow rid her once flat groin of this monstrosity of a cock. All she achieved, however, was further stimulating herself as she inadvertently tugged at the medial ring of her now arm length dick. The massive phallus pulsed and ebbed, spewing a gracious amount of seed in the air as she cried, forcing her to wince as the thick fluids came down like rain atop of her tank, undeniably staining it. Her horse cock generously returned blood back into her body, falling limp but with no decrease in apparent size.

Words of disgust and disbelief heard through the spectators snapped Susan back to reality. She glanced around at the people awestruck at the sudden scene of this gorgeous woman sprouting a dick fit for a horse. In one far corner of her eye she could see a mother pulling her son in close to her as to block his view. In the other corner, she could see a teenage girl gag and vomit in disgust while others snapped pictures of the scene on their camera phones. 

 In desperation she scurried to her feet and ran as fast as she could, not knowing where to go except anywhere that she could hide herself. All she achieved was drawing more attention, fumbling to hide the flopping organ and slapping testicles exposed from her torn pants, slipping through the peering eyes of the revolted pedestrians littering the sidewalks.

She turned a corner in a blind flurry and tripped over a garbage can, skidding along the pavement and hitting the side of a dumpster. Sobbing, she flustered on wobbly and anxious limbs to the other side of the dumpster, concealing herself from the attention she had not deserved. Staring blankly at her oddly textured member resting limply between her thighs, she grasped the base of the large organ and tugged, hoping this was some fucked up dream or a cruel joke but nothing would budge save for her blood supply which quickly rushed to fill the dick in her hands.

Crying quietly to herself, her hands slipped off the stiff member, her fingers rapidly cramped together and fused into a single digit, her thumbs receding up her forearms and disappearing under her skin. Her attention was quickly drawn to her feet as the commotion in her shoes quickly indicated the same thing was happening there. In a panicked frenzy she kicked her shoes off, causing her member to wave like a massive pole in front of her face, only to confirm her assumptions through the apparent deformed shape of her feet through her socks. She yelped in pain, tears glistening as her ankles and wrists grew in girth while the bones in her arms and legs bent in ways they weren’t meant to. Her elbows cracked forward as her hands curled inwards while her feet grew excessivelylarge, pushing her socks from her swollen ankles.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she felt her heartbeat quicken. Her ribs expanded so rapidly under her weight she could swear she was going to burst, tensing under her skin forming a visible outline of each individual rib. She coughed and gagged as something swelled inside her mouth, forcing her tongue to loll from between her soft lips. Gagging at her own tongue, her nose melted into her mandible, pushing it forward and forming into a short, stubby snout. Thick whiskers poked through the pores of her chin while soft white fur sprouts in abundant patches throughout her body. Her increasing bulk hit restraint by her tank top but easily tore through her shorts as her thighs thicken and her ass swells. Unable to keep an upright posture, she was forced to lay on her side as her top tore off to reveal a barreling chest while her arms and legs crackle into an erect position that was alien and otherwise uncomfortable to her. She pathetically kicked her legs, trying to somehow scare off the unreal changes rapidly consuming her body.

Her efforts prove useless, her heavy and ungainly limbs causing her nothing but fatigue. All she could do there is lay, sobbing as her body slowed in its changes. Rearing her head in pain as her neck thicken into a trunk and spine push her head upwards, even sobbing seemed impossible as she gagged on her rearranging throat. Shutting her eyes tight all she could wonder was “Why me…? What did I do to deserve this?!”

Moments pass as the last bone snap into place. The once beautiful young woman now stallion lay there, eyes still shut, tears streaming down her cheek as a gentle hand stroke her soft fur. “Poor boy…” came a familiar lustrous voice. In that moment, Susan open her eyes and stare into Sarah’s face.

“You probably don’t remember this, but I told you I would get you back for the humiliation you put me through” Said the blonde standing triumphantly above the former Susan. It was then that Susan’s memories came back to her. Sarah was nothing more than a petty pushover, always groveling at Susan’s former shadow. Susan had always belittled Sarah, though inadvertently, and always outdid her competition in acting school. Sarah always tried so desperately to overtake Susan, though at the pinnacle of her frustration, Sarah threatened Susan before their mentors and as a result was expelled from acting class.

“Don’t worry little Susan, I’ll be sure to be a good replacement for your career. I’m sure your fans will all but forget about you one day and come to idolize me the way I was meant to be” Sarah cooed, pulling out a cell phone and punching in a series of numbers. Susan furiously kicked her legs and tried with all her might to stand on her wobbly, awkward legs with no avail. It wasn’t fair. All she wanted to do is run away from it all, but being a victim in this unfamiliar and heavy body proved that to be impossible.

Smiling and nodding, Sarah acknowledged the person on the other side of her phone and flipped the cell off. Glancing down at the helpless stallion, Sarah grinned a toothy grin. “The nanites in that syringe sure did a good job. It was worth the money I spent to commission such a beautiful device. Don’t worry, you can consider your…difficult life a figment of the past” She burst out in laughter, walking back towards the populace. “And try not to stray off too far, Animal Control will love to get their hands on a beautiful stallion like yourself…and who knows, maybe you’ll find a filly to make really happy one of these days.”

Susan lay there, scared and tormented by this sudden change of events, unable to even control her new bulky form. There was once a day where Susan knew that acting would give her the life and gratification she always wanted. A life of simplicity, of enjoyment, of happiness, and maybe even a spouse to bear a child with was the life she had hoped for early in her years, and the future she had worked so hard for. Now all that lay for Susan as Animal Control approaches is a life meant for nothing more than the animal she had become.
